GONNEMARA

WEST of the Shannon may be said
Whatever comes into your head;
But you can do, and chance your luck,
Whatever you like West of the Suck.

There's something sleeping in my breast
That wakens only in the West;
There's something in the core of me
That needs the West to set it free.

And I can see that river flow

Beside the town of Ballinasloe

To bound a country that is worth

The half of Heaven, the whole of Earth.

It opens out above the town
To make an island of its own;
And in between its sky-blue arms
The grass is green as any farm's.

As often as I take the road
Beyond the Suck, I wish to God
That it were but a one-way track
Which I might take and not come back.

The very light above the bay,
The mountains leaping far away,
Are hands that wave through homely air,
To make me shout "I'll soon be there!*9
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